KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

A strange, an alien, an evil lust had taken possession of
me. and I no longer had any feeling of shame to prevent
my yielding to it. I hurried to the pay-desk. Un-
ceremoniously I thrust myself forward among those who
were awaiting their turn at the window, elbowing other
impatient winners aside, possessed by the urge to get the
money into my hands.

"Bounder!" muttered one of those I had pushed out
of my way.

I heard the insult/but ignored it in the fever of my
impatience. At length I was at the window, and my
fingers closed greedily upon a blue bundle of notes. I
counted them over with tremulous exultation. My
winnings amounted to six hundred and forty crowns. I
snatched up the bundle and left the window.

My first thought was to venture my winnings once
more, to multiply them enormously. Where was my
sporting paper? Oh, bother, I had thrown it away! I
looked round for the chance of buying another, only to
notice, to my stupefaction and alarm, that everyone was
streaming towards the exit, that the windows of the pay-
desks were closed, that the flags were being furled. The
day's sport was over. The last race had been run. For
a second or two I stood rigid. Then a fierce anger
surged up in me, aroused by a keen sense of injustice. It
seemed so unfair that when all my nerves were aquiver,
and when the blood was rushing through my veins with a
vigour I had not known for years, the game should be
played out. But I could not cheat myself into the belief
that I had made a mistake, for the crowd grew ever
thinner, and broad stretches of trampled turf had be-
come visible amid the few remaining loiterers. Gradually
realizing the absurdity of my tense expectation, I, too,
moved towards the exit. An obsequious attendant
sprang forward. I gave him the number of my cab. He
bawled it through his hands, and in an instant my driver
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